Richmond, Va,, March 31, 1907,

CALEB CONOVER,

RAILROADER.

7

pulled. hhmgelf togetlier, The lron will
HULL held. " e stebds Lo the' donnecet-
{nie dopy and opened 1t Thoe tumult
ind dled down, and Bluals nlone wos
now speaking: Ho' dnlent wire Lhe
spealker and his henrers . that nong
noted the Dosa's advenl from sg unex=
pected a quarter. On the threshold
flood Cnleh, surveying the #geenc with
quict contempt,

VAR that's how (It Isl' Bilaalz was
declaiming, “We're llcked,  Licked!
Ppely sort of news for Democrats thig
jal" ‘pleking [up & rewly-broken lenglh
of Ueker tape, aroand which the alher
men had been elystering.  'Cily . of
Grafton)  completd:  Conover,  §,100;
SBtandish, 12,361 (s Il a wonder:you
1l went-nutty wilen you got It?7 In
Grafion, too, stronghold &f TDemocracy.
Mhis menns Lhe Sgle for Standish by
an casy 4,000, mayie more.  And who's
to: blame? Are ywn? Am 17 Not us!
We'va hnd—Lhe wjole party's lind—our
hands tied' behind us.  And we were
gent in to fight dke Lhat, ' Could wae
use the good oldmoves?  Nol usl It
musl ba kid-glovy sllk-sock, amnchoor
polilics, mecting Btandish’ on his own
Jo wonler he lcked us! A

ground, N
Trohibltionist colld have llcked men
thint were hampepd like wo were, And
who was It tied pur hands? Who got
the party beat anl the Machine smash-
ed? Who diad if. Caleb Conover!
tle paused, phting and swenting
with wrath. Ten, efdcouraged by na
murmur of casmnt that ‘ran’ around
the ring of listhers, he beéllowed:
“We aln't in plitles for our henlth,
arc we? It'e dr bread and butter,
\ That bread sndjutler's been snoiched
awny from us. |Who by?2 Caleb Con-
overls Are youlolng to be led by
the nose any lhger by a man who
vetravs yon 1ikl that? For my part
T'm tired of wering his collar,”
A growl ot aprobation greeted hia
- query, His belly changed to o Jower
tone of persuasi
41 ain't syl he' resumed, "but
what Conovers (‘il'l work for the Ma-
chine, In his dnhe was n great man,
bul his doy's pal  He's breaking up,
1jon't this camiign  nrove he 187
Mnokes us throwour chances out ol
ihe: winder for tandish to plek up.
‘And when we'rdwalting news fram
the declding citihe plays a phono-
graph, and then pnders off. and maoet
likely forgets woe hera. There's an-
other thing: HMoxdid Izichard Croker
and  Charlie Muhy and Matt Quay
and M. Bonapartand all tho:rest of
the bix hossos 1l Lhelr power? By
hocping  thelr auths  shut. When
Croker once begi Lo talk, what hap-
pened?  Down t bled all his power.
“Bame with Quay.Same with N'poleon,
Same  with all {'em. 'Talking was
1he first sign of ping hold Look nt
Conover's case. b can all remember
when  words wads hard to gel out
of him as dolld How about him
now?  Talks Lo jy one 1 tell you
he's breaking upiniess we want the
Mnchine to breakn for good and all,
{oo, we got Lo gia new Leader!
1 the: new lier's you, Adolphe
Stantz " cut In afsping snarl, liketa
dog’s, from the loup  of politiclans,
as Blly Sheviinhopldered hig way
forward and thri his unshaven fneo
close to the distt leader's nLristling
pray  mustache, [ you're the new
Ycader you're rop' for, let me put
you wlee o spmel'; You'll got to the
primaries stralglfrom the hospital,
an' with your :«ll%rr mug in a sling.

Fer, if I hear andr peep oot of you,
ronxtin' the Bossil knock you from
ynder your hat, push your u;':!y
face in tH1 your [k tecth bend. You
{ake the Boss's (7' Chee! (It's to
ha-ha! Go chasefourself, ‘fore I
chase you o far’)'ll d'seover a new
street. You'd baraclk DMister Con-
over, would you's Why, If you go
ivound Granlle spdin’ idfes of that
Yind in_ your ow inhead brain, I'1
gure. be cmpelled doall sorls ol
ihings to you, A!\'Iwn T'm finighed
with you the Stal family'll be abla
ta dndulge In U alloorin' pasiime
cnlled 'Put Eapa cother!”  You fer
Leader, ¢h? Sayh flatterin’ you n
whole heap when all you 3

oot hlm alongiily.' Intervened
Tourke, as the sfad Staalz backed
toward the wally ¢ followed hy Lhat
telligerent, Wue-pads dittle face £0
close to his pwn— him nlone, He's
talking  straight. jor: one Ll

wyou for onended o aneering
volen fram the AmE-Toom doorway
%ohind them, “vdor one.  friend
Tourke, were stalg on: the strest
when T took ¥ou hnd fed you o il
spot your kids ot the Protectory
and Eave you a o

At the first wohe mumbled as-
gont to Stantz's nlnurlm'ﬁ apinlon,

1 s

{hat hod wwelled wiin dozen throats,
died into socred si

“You f[or unuLlltDoluha Staatz,"
went on  Coleb sttandlng on the
threshold  and viek: the group of

were on the read td ‘pen' for know-=
ing too much abouht ‘guecr paper’
jolnt on Willow. Ht,“awvhen 10 got
ihe Indlctment guil. and, squored
ihings with (the dit attorney and
put yeu on. youpr f

digaine! turning e Star's edltor,
#T think I heard .'.’]Eruelm;' among
the rest, didn't T, D' ‘sound
from the kind yoyxde when you
come-to me twelve |“ago and cried
and gaid the Star wiin, and would
g mave you from bankrupt' by
taking 1t ovor? there's plenty
more of you here Mhe same sort
of story to tell.

He strode forwarjl was: among
them, forcing one ilyother to meet
his eye, :urnﬂnullngtm Tery pres-
ppee the men who kought to de-
throne him In his| of stress all.
the old power, tho|dld rulevship
of 'men, surged bidon tha il-
yoador, ll¢ stood fr amid awe-
struek sorfs,  a slschoolmnster
among o naughty Lt seared ehils
drem,

“Some one spoke { helng Ured
of wonrlng my collhe sdfd, ““Is
thera o man herc put an that
eollar agningt his wia man who
didn't beg for it? Is auan who
hasn't profiled by man - who
niasn't vigen ns T havin and bene-
fited wlhen 1 henciltiDon't stand
ihere. mumehnnee, Uot of dago
gaetion-hands! You ‘spady epouph
to speal before T ool Why nren't
you  now? o Is 1t by ‘you're so
worry. for thls poor, in. old man,.
who talke too muchiain't it to

maleontents with dd disgust. “You.,

\

Y'LL KNOCK YOU FROM UNDER YOUR HAT."

rin the Machlne any longer, eh? Spit
it oul, Staatz! If you're quallfying for
my =hoes you got to learn to look less
ko ‘s whipped puppy when you're
spoke Lo, Stand up and stale your
grievance like o man, you Duteh crook
that 1 1fted out of jall. You, too,
Tourke! | Where's your tongue? And
all the rest of you that was on the
point of choosing u new Leader.”

No one answered. The Boss's Instinct
power ratiier than his‘merc words held
ihem sulky and dumb, Over cach was
creeping the old eul servience to the
peerless will that Jd-s0 long shaped
the Mountain' State's  destinies and
helrs,

1 talk too much, sh?’ mocked Con-
over,. Well,  to| prove that's so, I'm
going to give you curs o 1ttle Sunday-
schionl talle right now. ' Yon say- 1ocut
put the old melhods, this campaign. I
did. And owhy did I do 1L?7 DBécause
it these reformers had thought Lhiy

weore leked unfalr there's so many (1] 4

tem Lhey'd ‘a' carrled the cage Lo every
court In the land, and ’a’ drawed the
whole ‘country's op'ruo-glagses onto this
p'ticular Maehine, and started another
guch wave as swamped Dick Croker
and Tammany in 04 And tien, whero'd
the Macline and you fellers have been?
There's got 1o be reform in a Staota
just so often, just llfe there's got to
Lo croup din B NUrsery. Tavery other
Giate's had its And each time theyive
fished up something quecr about Lheir
loeal Machine, and that same Machine's
never becn 5o strong-agale. Well, tho
Aountain State's turn for reform was
overdue, 1t had to eome,  And this
was the time. I thought moybe L
could. beat ‘om on' thelr own ground.
1t 1 had, that'd 'n' cnded reform here,
forever and wmen. Tven If I way
heal, T knew the peonle would. get so
slek | of one term of reform they'd
come screeching, to) us toliake fem
back. And then's the time my kid-
plove stunts of this campalgn would
ghine out fino ngninst n rotte reform
adminisiration,  The Machine  would
escapo any Investigetion of the kind
that follers a erooked campalgn, ‘and
we'd simply be begged! to take every-
thing In sight for. the rest of our
lives, Maybe yvou thinl a chance of
one term out of office was too much
to pay for such a future cineh?”

"he specch—rensons’ and all—was
Improvised  as he spuke,  And.oagnin
It was ihe Dosg's manner and his bru-
tal magnetlsm rather than his words
that carried conviction.

YBeenuse 10 dldn't print this nll out
in big letters and simple words Lhat
vau dolts could understand,” r:ss:umcd
Taleh, "youl forget the holes I've Eot
you ‘and the poarty out of iniha mnst
anid go grou-shing about my breaking
up!  Mavbe my brain s softoning n
bit; just to Xeop company with Lha
ninnies I travel with, Tubt it's still
A breadn, o And that's more'n any onc
olie here ecan loast of having - NMow,
T've showed you . how the land lnys,
wWhich of you woulldl a' earried the
Machine over it any safer, and how
would he'd 'nl done {t?  You, for In-
slance, Stantz?! ;

Tho blg German sheepishly grambled
something  unintetligiile’  under  his
hreath,

fSounds about na olear and sensible

ag most of your ldens, 'Dolphe! com-
mented. Caleb, “You'll have to laenrn
more words'n (hal before you're Boss,
SNow, then” he  resunied, throwing
nglde hlg stolld bearlng and hammor-
ing Imperiously on the table with his
riding cron, “we'll proceed to chooso
n new Leader, 1t's |rregulnr, | but
thore's easy o quorkm of distriel Jend-
ors hero. Who'll 1t ba that steps into
Culel Conover's shoos? = Who'll| say
he's slrong enough (o hold the relns
ho thinlkes I'mi too wenlk Lo handle?
Whao'll It he? I lifted the narty and
ayery, man here from theo dirt to'a
higher, elrongey plned than any ano
Areamed  they could be Hfted, Wha'll
hiold ‘em thera now that I stand nglda?
Speak upl Cliooss, your lendor!™

HOONOV ER!IM yelled Billy Shovlin ece
stntically, P

FBhut up, you mangy little: tough!”
fiergely: ordered Caleb: hut a half-score
of enger volees had caught up tha ery,
About the Rallroader presscd. the dla-
trict lenders;, amiting him on the: baelk,
striving to grab Nls hands. over and
over again vocolferating his pame; 'cry»

\

Ing out on him to stand by them, to
forgive their ingratitude and folly,

Andoin the ‘ceitre of the exultant
babel  stood Caleb Conover, unmoved
save for a ancering smile thatl twisted
ane corner of his hard moutl, the only
mun present who was not carrled away
by that crazy wave of reactive enthu-
Hiasm.

#Stantz," observed the Mallroader, as
the hubbub at length died down, “I'wm
afraid you'll have to wall o wee pecklo
longer for that leadershin: Bul cheer
unp, Everything comes o the man who
walts—Llll no ope-eclse wants it. I've
ot one thing more Lo say, nnd then
my C‘talking’ wlill be done for: good;
n= far as you men are concerned. 1
had o kennel of dogs once, on my
place here. A whole Jot of pedigreed,
high-priced  whelps that it cost ma
a fortune to buy. 1 ught maybe Thl
cenijov thelr eocloty. "It was #o much
sensibler’n politicians! 2ut somoiiow
Aafter’ n while T mot tired of ‘em. Tor
they didn’t take to me, not from the
first, Animals don't, as o ruis,  IEvery
now and’ then when I'd go'to thelr
enclosurg thev'd aorget to mind me,
and once or (wice they combined and
tried to get me down and throttle me,
Of course. T could laszh'lem inlo mind-
ing, and T ecould lashiall the fight out
of 'om when they started for my throal.
And T did, "But by and by 1 got tired
of laving to llck the brutes every fow
days In order to make ‘em (reat ma
decent. They weren't 'worth the trou-
ble. So I got rid of them, Just as
T'm golng to get rid of you fellers, and
for tho same good reason. I resign.
T'm out of palilles for good, As far
as I'm concerned, the' Alachine s
smashed for all time.  Now clear out
of hore, the whole kennelful of vou.
Ba on Your way!! y .

Stilling the furious volley of protest
that had arlsen on all sides as lis
announeement, Caleh’ flung open  the
outer deor nf Nis study:  Several of
the (dazed politiclans essaved Lo speak,
Lt tho. quiek gleam In their self-de-
poscd | Leader’s eve halted the words
era they were spoken.  Ghodient, cowed

. to tho lakt, the Machine's officers and

‘henchmen finally ylelded to that! look
anid to {he poremptory gesture of the
Rallronder's: arm.: One by one  they
flled out, Stpatz In the wvan. Bourka
with nverted goze slinking along In
the rear,

With a grunt of ulilmate dismiseal,
Conover oclozed  the deor, a5 he sup-
posed, on the last of his ex-follnwers,

Glaneing over ihe scence ol tha lals
conflict hefore sdoparting for his ride,
his glanen frll an a sollinry, -dressad
figure snntnd at ono corner of the de-
seried | table,

RNy exelnimod, Conpyver,  oXaEn-
crated, "why didn't you gét ount wlth
tho reati :

MCause T don'th helong with o that
eheap-ekata push, T helong here with
yau, Boss!

nt U'mo autoof 1t veu Rjot. Ont
af ‘the eame for good and all. T'm
Teaving Granite”

“When do we start?"

Conover looked at his Jlitle heneh-
man in annoyance thot merged into o
voexal laugh, ) 1

Sl tell you,!” he repeated, "1'nmi out of
nolities for Eood!

“Som I, then,” cheerfully respoanded
Bllly., b"D've know, Boss, 'm kind o'
gind, Bometimes Uvo suspleioned poll-
tios wasn't—well, wasn't qulte sguare,
Mnaybe it's Dbest that two plous men
Tike usg Is out of [t. Now, eny, Bdlis-
ter Conover,” he hurrled on more so-
riously, "I know whaot you mean, You
wiant to ahalke the whaole buneh, You'ro
gora on ‘em alll You'ra goln' to eut
out Granite, Loo, after the'lemon you'vo
been handed, " But whaleyer your gamo
{ig an' wheprcover you spiel it, it won't
do you no haorm to have B3ly Shovlin
along with you as ‘a 'nlso-ran.’ Now,
will it?  Why, Boss, 1've worlked for
you ever ginee I was no bigger'n—no

bipger'n Staatz’s chapees: of  becomin'

nowhito man. AR’ Iain't going! to cut
out tha old jobiat this time of dny.
I 1t ain't Caleb Conover, Governor, T
work for, then (U101 be Cualoh Conover,
Somathing-or-Other. ARt that's good
enough: for W, Bhovlin, Ba' let's: lot
it  go ot that.  Tiwon't: bother youino
more ta-nlght, 'cause I sea you'ra on
pdgo, Bul I'm. comin' around in tho
mornin's An' when'l come I'm comin's

for keeps, Just llke 1'y ay
Hl:l }‘D“H? A ke I've always donu,
‘Poor old Billyl" muttere q

s the Sheylin J;fllmmd uutdtt?;mﬂ::
riedly to permit of his Leader's fram-
Ing ‘#ny  repty to whit svas qulte tho
longegt speeeh the henchman.had ovoe
mide, SHEeN never make o hit In palls

tles tH1 he gets rfld of soma of tha

Toyalty:. | Next to gratitood, Uiere nln‘}

E:-:t:t'ym. vice thal hampers a inan e
oy

Then, dlsmissing the reoee ;
from his ing, r.;]‘u: RﬂIIm:(.%uremrn{LL!l
down stairs, Behtly as o boy, and ic
Lthe outer ontrance, where Dunderberg
wik plunging and plvoting in: tho grip
of two grooms, A third groom, mount.
ed on o aquleler steed, sat well beéyond
raonge of Lhe stalllon's Inshing “heels,

Lale a8 It was, Mre. Conover wns
still up. ' Caleb brished pagt’ her In
the hall, eutting short the feeble ro-
monstrances with which she n](vurs
nrefaced one of his wild ‘rldes,

Ohy Caleb!" ehe pleaded as sho fol-
!.ny.'(.»n] him out on the lLiroad veranida
Notito-night, dearl Just glve [t url
thiz once, to please Me! Tle's—he's
such'a terrible horse. T never snw Tiim
50 wild “hs he |s mow. 'Tha men can
se?trtfi?]{} hold him. Oh, ploase 4

e S )
lml'{)llll' e :’:‘%ﬂm‘nde: was already pro-

“Don’t you worry. old girlh 4 -
od back: over hils B'llﬂll](‘ll.‘gl:‘: "he": ;2:1‘.9
ton wild for my takte. There nevor
wak a  horse yot cnulslIl got the Dbeat

of =l

The wind was rising agnin y
Lled neross the m'nl;gndf. r{.m{}|111['11;
Rnddlcn wnd stirring  the dead leaves

S whift fof It caught Canover's  hat
n;a ho fpnxzht Wiz wny to the plunging
?ﬁslr}iiﬂn sIr back. The exultance of eome
Mtl:1 lﬁgtrta:_““s already upon both rider

“Your hat, sir!" ealled o
Erooms. ar anolher snrang r':mﬁ-wTrﬂ“llﬁ
eateh the fulllng: headgenr,  But Cnleh
had no mind to walt for trifles. Tha
night wind sean in his face, the furle
ons horae whirling and rearing belweon
Jllr_il vice-lke knona-grin. e

AL right!' shouled  Conover, [n
Elorious excitement. signaling to tha
Strugeling mroom to relanse Lhe bt
All right! "Let him go! Never mind
the hat.  Come an, Giles"

Dunderherir. hig head  froed
forward a8 from a eatapult, |
and man . thundered away
;1{Ivr{(. and were :
Haekners.  The fdoubie rop ving
haofe  mrew fainter. then \\r:n:rlnr-lt-;.”;:
the Folemn hush of the aulumn night.

leaped
Master
down ‘the

CHAPTER XV,
DUNDIIRBERG SOLVIES THR PR,
& e THE DIRRI-

Clive Standish had sp ]
nl'r.hf: Civie Lz:ugm_‘em s
fu\'nllmg reports of the
The rooms wera full
minor candidates
falr sprinkling of

evening
hendquarters;
day's battle.
of the Lenguc's
amd officlnls, with o
women, Anlee L~
her nunt, with
was there, lLer
L llt;i—ht rin her big
> the fenr
*se under which she !:Lh(r(r%ilr"l A
Phie  belated returns,  whiph
have been felegraphed. at onee:
);Jlmgl‘:]e[ headquariers, £
Lher: delayed by the rae
wire now running inio ta\l\[ﬁltllrlluﬁbg}:‘:
pre-empted by Conover, Henee It was
not until well after one o'clock thut
Clive received definite news of his m\l'u
elm_:tlr}n_. Throngs ot friends and BUD-
porterss had, onreeeipt of tho finzl
figures, flocked “about im with co;l-
egratulations’ and good wishes,  'To nll
he had given sceming heed, yet among
the erush he saw Wit one froee rond
in‘one palr of hrown eves the 'prni.:ﬁ
and infinite. zladness s soupht
And as goon ag le could he (]:'.‘prl'lOfl
wit‘h Anlee and her aunt for tho-lnt-
ter's Chome,  whe oo litle gouner: a
trr_n!:s was to celebrate the victory,
They formed ‘a folly trie about tha
dainty supper table. "Latn as It was
all were far too sxcited Lo focl slecpy
or wish to curtall by ane minute Lhe
litle feast of triumph.
"To ihe next Governor of the Moun-
fnin  State!'! proclalmaed Anice. solninn-
J¥; asshe lifted her plass,. YTo bae
d:'nnk’ standing, and  with— No, nn
Clve,” she reproved as the Governor 5

nler, ehaperoned by
whom she now Tved,

hilgh eolor and  the
(132

1

alone betrn

“to tha
weres still fur-

;lliect tl::lun rose. “You mustn'todrin
'! h ‘liwt gi\ling Lo retorted Stand-
H indignantly M Eetting: up
look foria dictiong ! LA
“BRut whit on tarth 3t
UL owant: fo o find o the feminite for
Governor. And I

A whire of the teleplhone bell Lroke
In on his explunation,

"Eome. stupld politicdl messnge for
vou,” h rded Anlce,) taking' down
the recelver, . “Yog, this s 318 1% Yes.
Yes, this is Miss La— Oh!" awith n
changed Intenation, SMrs, Conover?'!

A7 donger phuse” Uhen Anicn’ gave
nolttle exelamation of sympathy, lis-
tenod oo moment, and sald:

“Yed, we wlill come at once, Bul T
hope you'll find iUs not as bad a4 you
thinle, Den't break down, 1'm sure It
Will be all ‘right.?

UWhat Is [t ‘neked Clive and. her
aunt Inoa breatl,

“I'meonot quite sure! answered the
elel. UShe wos so-upsel T coald hord-
Iy understand her,  Besides, the wires
ara sl in bad copdition,  But It scems
rome aeeldent or injury hns happened
s husband,  Gerald s pwiay, and

v 'ia nooone Lthe poor womsn cnn
turn  to, so sha telephoned for me.
And, Clive, sho wants to know Il you
won't come, too,  Plensge, do,  You've
{he only relatlve she hos, And she's
B0 unhappy.” :

sJdupt nsvou wish,' acceded Standish,
with no groat willingness, “but 111 beo
sorry Lo have  to-nlght's . happiness
nnrred: by another row with Conover.!”

S ather from what she snys o s
In no conditlon for o ‘row' with any

Cnne,  Lowold her well o come ot oneo,

Pleass: hurry, dear, 10 hate to think
of that frightened  1iitle woman try-
{ng Lo maeet any sort of o eriglanlone,

In the grent. comfortless drawing-
room of. tho. Bousoleun, on o eoueh
Taatily pushed Into Lho centre of tha
room  under the chandeller, loay. Cileh
Conover,  Rallroader, "'wo o dootc
who il been working over him, ha
now drown baclk-a few prees nind werd
cunforeing in grave undertones, AL the
foot of the couch, clad only In night
gown and sllppers. ps slic had been

should

eallpwed | In !l thoa -

-




